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all three flying very, low, circling about in the rain,
and it was very unpleasant. Louis kept flying about
over the top of me, which I hated. The elastic of my
goggles must have loosened with the wet; for, as I glided
down to have a look at one salt flat, with the idea of
landing on it, they practically blew off and I had to
hold them -on with one hand, I flew low over this
flat, but did not like the look of it, so flew westwards,
and got out of the rain again. I finally landed success-
fully on another salt flat a little way further back, Louis
landed after me, an<i Uncle flew'about sending wireless.
We lit a smoke candle and he landed. I found I had
landed down wind. The wind was continually shifting.
The salt flat was pretty soft and our wheels sank in.
Uncle Was Afraid of it, because he said if there were
much rain We might get stuck there. We still had
no weather report from Ramleh. The storm still
hung over the north-eastern sky and shrouded the far
hills in gloom. Towards the Mediterranean the sky
was cloudy, but the sun had broken through the clouds
and only made the rain clouds look more menacing.

I put up my ground W/T station and soon we heard
that the three Vimys, Cox and his two relief aeroplanes,
had crossed the Dead Sea and were coming down the
coast. We had some lunch. I heard a faint rumbling
over the dunes, which we thought must be the sea.
I strolled up over the scrub-covered dunes with Wing
Commander Corbett Wilson, one of our passengers,
to have a look. Every time we topped a rise we thought
we should get a view and many times were we deceived.
At last we saw the faint blue water and beyond the
pale gold line of the spit of land which runs oat like
an enormous chevron.